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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf'Äôs poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection - 22 Children's Books With Complete Original Illustrations



Potter, Beatrix

8596547809128

420

Buy now and read (Advertising)

The "BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection" is a comprehensive anthology that presents twenty-two enchanting children'Äôs stories, each illustrated with Potter'Äôs intricate, original artwork. This collection showcases her whimsical narratives, filled with a blend of anthropomorphic animal characters and pastoral settings, reflecting the early 20th-century British countryside. Potter's literary style combines a simple yet engaging prose, making her tales accessible while also rich in moral lessons and life reflections. The stories, deeply rooted in natural history and ecological awareness, provide both entertainment and education, making them timeless classics in children's literature. Beatrix Potter, an esteemed author and illustrator, was born in 1866 into a well-to-do family in Victorian England. Her upbringing in the Lake District inspired her love for nature, which profoundly influenced her storytelling. A naturalist and an early advocate for conservation, Potter'Äôs experiences with animals and her keen observations of their behaviors are beautifully woven into her narratives. Her unique background and artistic inclinations allowed her to craft stories that resonate with both the innocent curiosity of childhood and broader environmental themes. This collection is highly recommended for readers of all ages who wish to immerse themselves in a world of imagination and nature. The exquisite illustrations and delightful tales serve as both a nostalgic reminder of childhood and an invaluable resource for parents seeking to cultivate a love of reading in their children. Potter'Äôs stories are not merely entertainments; they are an invitation to experience the beauty of the natural world, making this ultimate collection a must-have addition to any library.
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While this series of books is designed
to furnish a succession of pleasant and
instructive lessons and recreations for
boys and girls, each volume has also a
specific aim, more or less prominently
wrought into its woof. The special object
of Jessie is to kindle in the hearts
of the young, especially the children of
misfortune and poverty, a pure and noble
ambition, and to encourage them to strive
for that “good name” whose price is far
above rubies, and that “conscience void
of offence” which is of still more inestimable
value.
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 THE NEW HOME.
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It was on a dull and cold morning in February, that
Jessie Hapley, a girl between fourteen and fifteen
years old, stood before a window in the farm-house
of Mrs. Page, watching a couple of boys who were
drawing a sled on which was lashed a trunk. The
sled dragged heavily through the new-fallen snow, and
when yet some distance off, the cord by which it was
drawn suddenly snapped asunder. After a few moments’
delay, the boys took a position behind their
load, and pushed it along to its destination, without
meeting with any further obstacles.

“Where will you have it, Jessie—up in your
chamber?” inquired the oldest boy, as he and his
companion landed the trunk in the entry.

“Yes, you may carry it up stairs, if you please,”
replied Jessie.

“I hope you have got something good in that trunk,
Jessie,—it’s heavy enough, if that’s all,” said the
younger boy, when they came down from the chamber.

“Is it heavy?” inquired Jessie. “Well, I don’t
wonder—it contains all my gold, except this pin and
ring, and you know gold is heavy.”

“Is that it?” continued the boy, whose name was
Ronald. “I didn’t know but you had filled it with
stones, to make us think you had got something valuable.
They say rogues play that game sometimes,
when they put up at hotels. But about that gold;
how much is there of it?”

“Well, I can’t tell you exactly how much there is,
but I will show it to you some time, if you wish to see
it,” replied Jessie.

“Is it visible to the naked eye?” inquired the boy,
with a roguish look.

“Of course it is,” replied Jessie. “You can see it
plain enough, but that is the best you can say about
it.”

This was an enigma which Ronald could not solve,
and it was not until Jessie exhibited to him her portion
of the precious metal, displayed upon the covers
and edges of several books, that he comprehended the
mystery.

The fact was, whatever else might have been Jessie’s
possessions, at this time, she was far from being
rich in gold and silver, or any of the paper representatives
of those metals. Within a period of about two
months, a fearful train of calamities had overwhelmed
the family to which she belonged. The oldest son,
Samuel, a youth of sixteen, had committed a burglary
in a neighboring town, for which he was now serving
a sentence in prison. The youngest child, an interesting
and lovely boy of nine, had sickened and died, at
the beginning of the year. The father, who for many
years had been a victim of intemperate habits, sought
to drown his sorrows by still deeper draughts at the
fountain of woe and death, and came to a dreadful
end, a few weeks after his boy was laid in his frozen
grave. Mr. Hapley’s farm and other property, on
which there were heavy mortgages, were taken to pay
his debts, and the widow and children were left homeless
and moneyless.[1]


1. These events are more fully related in the fifth volume of
this series, entitled, “Marcus; or the Boy-Tamer.”



Jessie, and her brother Henry, a lad of thirteen,
were the only children now living with their mother.
A home was soon found for Henry, in the village,
where he was to work for his board and clothes. Mrs.
Hapley, whose health was poor, was invited to return
to the home of her childhood, in another town, where
her parents were still living. Jessie was at that time
attending the village academy, with a view of fitting
herself for the profession of teaching. With no slight
struggle, she relinquished this cherished purpose of
her heart, and, as the readiest way of supporting herself
and aiding her mother, volunteered to work in a
factory. But in this hour of extremity, a new door
was opened to her. Mrs. Page and her family, who
were next neighbors to the Hapleys, were so much
interested in the welfare of Jessie, that they offered
her a home for a season, on conditions that she could
not well refuse. Her services in the family were to
be considered an equivalent for her board, but she was
to have the privilege of attending the academy. Her
mother was to provide her with clothes, and there was
a prospect that she would be able to offset her tuition
bills, by rendering some assistance to the lower classes.
It was thought that by this arrangement she would be
enabled to enter upon her chosen work in less than a
year.

On the morning with which our story opens, Mrs.
Hapley had bidden her daughter farewell, and started
for the home of her parents. It was not without a
strange sinking of heart, and eyes blurred with tears,
that Jessie took leave of her mother and her old
home; but nothing of this was visible on her countenance,
now. She was apparently as calm and cheerful
as any of those around her.

The family of which Jessie had now become an
inmate, comprised the following named persons: Mrs.
Page, who was the widow of a sea-captain; her sister,
Miss Fanny Lee, usually called Aunt Fanny; Marcus,
Mrs. Page’s son, a young man in his nineteenth
year, who had just served his first term as assistant
teacher in the academy, of which he was a graduate;
Ronald, an adopted son of Mrs. Page, about twelve
years old; and Oscar Preston, a nephew of Mrs. Page,
in his sixteenth year, who came to live with the family
the previous fall. They lived upon a small farm, in
one of the pleasant hill towns of Vermont, which we
shall call Highburg.

Jessie at once began to busy herself with various
household duties, taking hold almost as handily as
though she had been at home. Knowing that constant
occupation is a great security against desponding
thoughts, Mrs. Page was careful to provide her with
something to employ her time. It was “washing
day,” and of course there was no lack of work. In
the course of the forenoon, Ronald came in, with his
arms full of rope and bunting, and exclaimed:

“There, mother, I’ve got my flag, at last. But
just see how dirty it is. Can’t you wash it, right off,
so I can have it all bright and clean for to-morrow?”

“Our washing is done, and on the line, and the
suds are thrown away; so you had better let it be till
next Monday,” replied Mrs. Page.

“But who wants to hang up such a dirty thing as
that on Washington’s birth-day?” continued Ronald.
“We’ve got our staff almost ready, and we want to
raise our flag to-morrow morning; but it’s all soiled,
and dingy—and here’s a big rip in it, too. Why,
mother, haven’t you got any patriotism at all? I
should think you’d consider it an honor to wash the
stains out of your country’s flag.”

Mrs. Page smiled at this sally, but did not accede
to Ronald’s request.

“Couldn’t I wash it out for him, Mrs. Page?” inquired
Jessie.

“You can, if you choose to,” was the reply.

“That’s right, Jessie—you ought to have three
cheers for your patriotism, and I’ll give ’em to you
to-morrow, when I hoist the flag,” said Ronald, as
Jessie commenced preparations for the work.

Ronald detached the flag from the rope, and then
went out to the barn to see how Oscar was getting
on with the pole. He found it nearly ready for its
place, although only the day before it was a young
tree in the forest. As it was to be fastened to the
gable of the barn, it was not very large, but was tall,
straight, and rounded in a smooth and uniform manner.
Oscar was now inserting into the top of it a
small pulley or grooved wheel for the line to run over.
Ronald, meanwhile, went to work upon the cap that
was to surmount the whole, which he made out of a
wooden knob that belonged to an old bureau.

Before they had finished the staff, Jessie had
washed the flag, and hung it upon the line. It was
much improved in appearance. Soon after Marcus
came along, and having examined the flag a minute
or two, he entered the barn, saying:

“Ronald, I don’t think you made much of a bargain
when you bought that flag.”

“You don’t? Why, what is the matter with it?”
inquired Ronald.

“Oh, it’s an old thing, and it wasn’t made properly
in the first place, either,” replied Marcus.

“I don’t care, so long as it’s a flag,” said Ronald.
“I’ll get that torn place mended, and then I guess it
will do.”

“I think it is altogether too large for your staff,”
continued Marcus.

“I don’t think so,” replied Ronald.

“Besides, it strikes me it is not in good proportion,”
added Marcus.

“I don’t care for that,” replied Ronald.

“And it has got only twenty-nine stars, when there
ought to be thirty-two,”[2] continued Marcus.


2. Thirty-two is the number at the time this is written, but
there is a prospect of an early increase of our family of States,
which happy event will of course add to the ever-enlarging
galaxy of stars on our national banner.



“Well, nobody would have noticed that if you
hadn’t told us,” added Ronald, somewhat vexed at
these free criticisms of his flag.

“One star for every State in the Union, is the rule—I
shouldn’t suppose such a patriotic boy as you
would ignore three of the States in the confederacy,”
added Marcus.

Ronald felt the force of these criticisms more than
he was willing to admit. The purchase of the flag
was his own individual enterprise. He gave in exchange
for it sundry articles of personal property, and
flattered himself that he had made a good trade. And
so, in fact, he had, for flags cost more than Marcus
imagined, and Ronald’s, though somewhat dilapidated,
was worth all that he gave for it. But Ronald did
not feel quite at ease about his bargain, after what
Marcus had said. He soon after had a conference
with Jessie, and the result was apparent in the evening,
when that young lady undertook the task of
making the flag over new.

Jessie was somewhat at a loss where to begin upon
the novel job she had undertaken, and neither Ronald
nor any of the family could give her much light upon
the subject. Marcus soon came in, however, and his
advice was sought.

“What do you propose to do with it?” was his first
inquiry.

“I want to make it smaller, for one thing—you
said it was too large,” replied Ronald.

“Well,” said Marcus, surveying the flag quite
calmly, as it lay spread out upon the floor, “I’m
afraid Jessie wont get much sleep to-night, if you
intend to have it ready to hoist in the morning. She
will have to rip the stripes apart, and make them all
narrower; and then the blue field and the stars will
be too large, and they must all be altered; but I don’t
see exactly how that is to be done, for you can’t very
well make the holes for the stars any smaller.”

“But why can’t we take off one or two stripes, and
cut a piece off the length, and let it go so?” inquired
Jessie.

“There is one slight objection to that,—it wouldn’t
be an American flag,” replied Marcus.

“Well, I don’t pretend to know much about the
science of flags,” said Jessie, smiling.

“You must have just thirteen stripes and thirty-two
stars; didn’t you know that?” inquired Ronald.

“The outside stripes must be red,” continued Marcus.
“That gives us seven red and six white stripes.
The field for the stars should be square, and of just
the width of the first seven stripes.”

“This is right, then, as it is, and I don’t see how
we can make it any smaller without spoiling it,” said
Jessie.

“I think it will bear shortening a little,” added
Marcus, “and that will make it look smaller, and give
it better proportions, too. It should be just one-half
longer than it is broad. For instance, if it is four
feet broad, it should be six feet long. Let us measure
it, and see how it is.”

The flag was found to be too long, as Marcus suspected.
So Jessie cut off the superfluous part,
mended the rents, added three new stars to the field,
and it was pronounced fit for service. Before sunrise,
the next morning, it was run up to the top of the staff
on the barn, amid the shouts of the boys. Soon after,
the family were startled by a loud report from behind
the barn. All ran to ascertain the cause, and it was
found to proceed from a small cannon which Ronald
had procured, in order to add eclat (which in this case
means noise) to his celebration of Washington’s birth-day.
He had kept this little secret entirely to himself,
intending to surprise the family with this new proof
of his patriotism. But the surprise did not prove
quite so pleasant as he anticipated; for Marcus
quickly took possession of the cannon and ammunition,
and the young patriot found himself so severely
condemned by all the family for playing with powder
without leave, that he burst into tears, and betook
himself for a while to the uncensuring society of the
cows in the barn. So the bright sun of his hopes
went into a cloud before breakfast!

It was noticed by all that Jessie did not eat much
at the table that morning, and she did not appear to
be in her usual good spirits. Ronald, too, was uncommonly
sober, and altogether it did not seem much like
a holiday. The flag, however, which was visible for a
considerable distance, soon drew together several of
the boys and girls of the neighborhood, and Ronald’s
lengthened countenance gradually assumed its wonted
form. Among the visitors was Henry, Jessie’s brother,
who, after a while, inquired for his sister. Ronald
went in search of her, but no one could tell him where
she was. At length, having looked everywhere else,
he ran up stairs, and thoughtlessly opened her chamber
door, without asking permission. Jessie was
there, and as the door opened, she closed a book that
she held, with a startled look, and Ronald saw very
plainly that she had been weeping, although she
quickly turned her face away. Frightened at the
impropriety of which he had been guilty, in thus intruding
upon her privacy, he made a ludicrous attempt
at apology.

“I—I didn’t know you were here,” he said; “but
I’ve been hunting for you all over the house. Henry
is down stairs, and wants to see you.”

“You may ask him to come up here,” replied Jessie,
without turning her face towards Ronald.

Henry went up to Jessie’s room, and remained with
her some time. When he came out, he, too, seemed
more sober and silent than usual, and Ronald half
suspected, from his looks, that he had been crying.
And so he had. The fact was, both he and his sister
were suffering from that distressing malady—homesickness.
It seems strange that one who has exchanged
a poor home for a better one, should pine
after what he has relinquished; but so it is. We
cannot separate ourselves from the friends with whom
we have always lived, and the associations and haunts
with which we have for years been familiar, without
suffering more or less from homesickness, no matter
into how excellent hands we may have fallen. And
this feeling is sometimes very prolonged and distressing,
especially with those who are exiled from their
native land. A few years ago, a German emigrant
in Boston became insane from homesickness, and
bought a little boat, called a dory, which he fitted up
in a peculiar manner, with oars, sails, a canvas covering,
and provisions for a fortnight’s subsistence. He
intended to put to sea in this frail skiff, hoping, as he
said, to reach his fatherland in twenty-two days.
When asked how he should supply himself with food,
after his stock was exhausted, he said he had a little
money to buy more. Perhaps he thought he should
find a half-way house on the great deep, or meet a
baker’s or butcher’s cart, on the voyage.

Marcus had been sitting for an hour or more before
a small portable desk—a parting gift from his late
pupils—which lay open upon the table in the sitting-room,
with papers and books scattered around it. He
had been engaged in studying a Greek lesson; for he
intended at some future day to enter college in an
advanced class, and with this view was continuing his
studies. He was now leaning back in his chair, with
his eyes intently fixed upon the ceiling, while his
thoughts were busily engaged in trying to devise some
way to relieve the melancholy of Jessie, and to dispel
the shadows which from sympathy seemed to be stealing
over other members of the family. After remaining
in this position about ten minutes, he stepped into
the kitchen, and held a short consultation with his
mother and his aunt. He then went out to the woodshed,
where Oscar and Ronald were at work, and
accosted them with—

“Boys, what do you say to getting up a little celebration
of Washington’s birth-day, this evening?”

“Good! First rate!” cried the impetuous Ronald,
without giving Oscar a chance to reply. “What kind
of a celebration shall we have? If I were you, I’d
have the whole house illuminated, or else I’d build a
great bonfire on the hill, that will show off all over
town—wouldn’t that be grand, Oscar?”

“That isn’t exactly the kind of a celebration that
I was thinking of,” said Marcus. “What I propose
is, to invite in a few of our young acquaintances, and
have an oration, and some appropriate music, and
perhaps a tableau or two. How does that strike you,
Oscar?”

“I think it’s a good idea; but who can get an
oration ready, in so little time?” inquired Oscar.

“O, we can manage that—the oration will be the
easiest part to arrange,” replied Marcus.

“But why couldn’t we have a bonfire, too?—I’ll
take the whole care of it,” interposed Ronald, who
just now thought more of material than mental illumination.
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